


Ok Richard! Torke is too farrc gone with griefe, 

Or elfe he neuer would compare betweene. 

King . Why V nclc, whats the matter? 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

Ifnot, I pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withal]' 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of baniih t Hertford ! 

Is not <?^«»rdead ? and doth not Herfordiiuc ? 

Was not Gaunt iuft? andis not Harry t rue i 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre i 
Is not his heyre a well deferuing fonne# : 

Take Herfords right away , and take from time, 

His Charters and his cuftomarie rights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Be not thy felfe ; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequcnce, and fucceffion t 
Now afore Godf GodforbidI fay true, 

I fy ou doe wrongfully feize Herfords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 
By his attournies generall to fue 
His liuery,and deny his offered homage, 

You plucke a thouland dangers on your head j 
You loofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts, 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts, 
Which honour and allcgeance cannot thinke. 

King. Thinke what you will, we feize into our hands, 
His plate, his goods, his money andhisLand, :) 

Torke. Ilenotbeby the.while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereof, ther’s none can tell : | 

But by bad courfes may be vnder flood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. 

King . Go Bufhie, to theEarle of Wdtihire flraigllt, 

Bid him repayre to vs to L/yehoufe, ,r i -• 1 | 

T ofee this bufindle: to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, and t’is time I trow j 
And weecreate inabfence ofour felfe. 

Our VnckleYorke, Lord Gouernour of England j' 
Forheisiuft,andaWakslouedv3well: ; . -b >! 

Co* , 




Come-on ourQueene, to roprrow muft we part, 
3e merry, for out time of flay jsftiort. 


.dead. 




Exeunt Kingand^ueene. Manet North. 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcris 
Me. And liuingtoo, for now his fonne is Duke. 

mouth. Barely in tnle, npjinreuenewes. 

North. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. . 

Rojfe. My heart is great, but it muft breake with lilcnce, 

Er’t be disburdened with a libcrall tongue. . 

North. Nay fpeak thy mind, & let him nere fpeak more. 
That fpeakes thy words again?, to do thee harme. _ 
milouoh. Tend’s that thou wouldft fpeake,to the D. of 
If it be lo,out with it boldly man, (Hcrford? 

Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. . 

Rojfe, N o good at all, that I can doe for him : 
Vnleifeyou call it good, to pitty him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is iliame fuch wrongs are hprne 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Ofnoble blood in, this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe, 

Meerely in hate againft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuerely profecute 

Againft vs, our liues, our children, and our heires* 

Rojfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes. 
And quite loft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lgrt their hearts. 

Willough. And dayly new exactions are deuifd. 

As Blancks, Beneuolences, and I wot not what. 

North. Butwhat aGods name doth become of this? 
Willo. Warres hath not Wafted it; for Warr'd he hathnot. 
But bafely veildcd vpon compromife. 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes ; 
More hath he fpent in peace, then they in Warres. 

Rojfe. The Earle of Wiltihirehath the Realmein farsne. 
Wd* The King’s growne banckrout like a broken man. 

, j) z North. 
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